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plumes, muffled itself in ermine, and trailed unaccustomed
robes; even the ornamental water in St. James's Park wore
Chinese bridges for the occasion. A grateful public stared
and was rewarded by the unusual spectacle of an angry
Queen alighting at the Abbey and tramping from door to
door without a ticket. The unhappy lady had her cheers,
but missed the Coronation. Inside, the organ peeled, the
bishops prayed, and George received the sacred oil. But in
the summer streets his indefatigable mate trailed her eternal
sorrows before a thinning crowd. In three weeks a voice
behind her bedcurtains exclaimed, faintly apologetic, " I
am going to die, Mr. Brougham; but it does not signify."
She spoke the truth at last, and died; and it did not
signify.

There was a shift of offices that autumn. Lord Liverpool,
perennially Prime Minister, offered a peerage and the Post
Office to his industrious Secretary at War. But Palmerston,
still faithful to the War Department, disdained these
glories and declined the elevation. His loyalty to this
impassive goddess survived a further offer of ennoblement in
the next year. Mr. Huskissorx was growing a trifle restless
at the Woods and Forests and pressed for more active
employment. The War Office seemed a likely opening; and
the Prime Minister, anxious to create a vacancy and feeling
that, perhaps, in thirteen years its charms might have faded
for Palmerston, dangled a coronet once more. But he
declined and sat on immovably amongst his files; whilst
young Mr. Peel, his junior by four years, passed above him
to the Home Office. That year the Estimates went still
more smoothly, though startled Whigs referred to the
innocent orphans of the Military Asylum as " artificial
Mamelukes," and Palmerston was forced to urge, as pathetic
evidence of the industrious habits prevailing in his Depart-
ment, that since 1810 twenty-six clerks had died in their
prime of pulmonary and other disorders due to their sedentary
lives. But large reductions silenced the Opposition; and
even the indefatigable Mr, Hume, who was to Palmerston's
unfriendly eye " so dull and blunderheaded a fellow, not-